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they taki these strong llqnors at all tlmei
as we would take beer or a light wine. And
it indicate its powerful influence In the
nervousness of the mun. notlceablo in their
trouibling hands, glistening eyes, and sud-
den outburst of pas on. Each new gen-
eration. I am told, finds the excitability of
tho Parisians accentuated. I imagine their
ufo of liquors has muo'a to do with tho
idiosyncrasies of tho race.

About three-quarte- rs of tho American
vl.-lto-ra of the Centennial uo into boarding-house- s,

the expanse being le54. and in some
ways the method of I.vin r being much moro
coru'orta'd. The boardinx-hoiwe- s. called
"pensions," are very genteel and

alTairs where a famdr may go nd
live iu quito a luxurious way rn reasonableterm, 'i'ne price for the goo 1 houses ranges
from eight to t-- frune u day or something
1 ss tliaa two debars. This Includes lodg-
ing, i ( lis and colTee In the morning, a sub-
stantial an 1 a tabli d'hote din-
ner of alleged elaborateness. You buy
your own candles, of course.

The 11 to iuthoo boarding houses ofrea
gets excessively domestio anl i onlldential.
and I sometimes In a- - eertaln ones ot them
desciibod ms dens of gossip and backbiting.
However this may bo. I have learned from
personal observation that there is undoubt-
edly a very large amount of unkind and un-
necessary Information imparted of this Isr-
aeli and tliit neri ss the "big dlnicg-tabl- e;

and I think I would advise all people who
could afford it in coming to Parts either to
got into a hotel or havo lodgings and live in
the c:fes. The company in a boarding
house Invariably offers material for an in-
teresting study of human nature, but It doe
not always iove.il a very Inspiring side of
it. Y'ou alwavs Had the elderly spinster,
who sniffs aud savs sharp things about tho

gono through the Gola Otte. he saw a
nottoo in a paper that mads Juna Langdon
a widow. Ho, tore tho pspor in two. and
trampled upon It,

A year went by, and then he grew calm,
no would go home und seek Jkignon. Ho
would make her believe in him; life was
pot worth tho living without bor. For one
touch of her cool hand, one jrlanoe of the
calm, dark eves, ono smile of the sweet,
wistful lips, no would barter wealth and
fame, and all tho world bad to offer aye,
lito Itself l

Ho never paused nftor be bod started,
nor night nor day, hntll ho had reached
tho pretty little rustic town that hold his
roan of price, his snow-whlt- o lily, bis dove
of peace.

And then a crest fear fell upon him,
aud foreboding. He wandered up

the wide, irregular street with a beating
heart and feverish pulses. In a few minutes
sho. would bo beside bim. gentle, loving,
forgiving. Tho tears camo Into bis eyes,
nnd he muttered a wordless prayer, sneer-
ing, cold man of tho world that bo was.

Ho drew his hat over his eves, and wan-
dered off across a wide, daisied field that
opened from the street until bo had shaken
off his unwonted emotion.

The littlo graveyard nestled close besldo
tho field; it looked cool, and shady and
restful, and unconsciously ho stopied
into it.

Suddenly, with a great cry, bo stood still
before a fair, slender marble shart.

: Mignon. Aof.d 19.
: "Dleased are the pure in heart." :

There was only ono Mignon in the world.
He fell down with his faee upon her grave.
She had died In Eorae oPjie fever.

Two years later Juno Lung'don was Mrs.
Don Eastern.

s

was good and noble In most things, but this
unreasoning lovo seemed to have over-
whelmed her nnd swept her off her foot.

Ho said nothing to Mignon. He destroyed
the letter and did not answer it.

He was beginning to hope she found a
new love to" fill her heart, when another
letter came. Kho had tried to lovo her hus-
band: sho bad imagined, if she were mar-
ried to some god man. she could forget
her wild lovo for blm. Eut it was in vain,
and she was the most miserable woman on
the face of the earth.

Ho said nothing to Mignon. It would
only grieve her. and she was too white und
lunoeent to know anything of such stormy
passions.

A third letter came, and a fourth, and be
began to bo seriously annoyed, when one
day a little nut came irom Juno Mrs.

saying she was to be In town
visltinr her sister; would ho not eall?

In his perplexity (mun are such stupids)
he went to Mignon,

He told her Mrs. Langdon wai in town:
that she had written to him to call. Should
he do so? And then to her quostlons: No.
sho was not happy, and sho had not yet
learned to lovo her husband, whom sho
had married in one of her froaks. but in
time, porhans

And poor little Mignon, with a very sore
heart nnd a calm lace, told him to go if bo
wished. It would only bo courtesy.

Mho had seen Juno's picture, and the beau-
tiful sorcerers fae was something to re-
member tlw swoet, smliing Hps, the bin-rai- d,

dark eyes, the pearl softness and
fairness. Often, when she was nestled in
her lover's arms, the thought would steal
to her that that beautiful head had lain
where hers was now; that his kisses had
been pressed upon other, redder lips, and
she felt a, little pang, as a loving, jealous
neart will, for theie is llttlo love in this
world that does not walk hand in hand
with joalousy. It is all very well to talk
about a perfect trust, a noble confidence,
but this is the nineteenth century, and
one must be vain, nnd arrogant, and nt

indeed, when no doubt ever
creeps in of one's own power and fas-
cination when pitted against another's.

Juno Lnngdon had wealth, beauty, and
passion. Mignon had twice her intollect.
nnd tenderness, and capacity for pain, nnd
self-sacrifi- and love. Juno was a inag-niflce- nt

cactus-blosso- scarlet and gold,
and sutbtlrf; Mignon was a fair day-lil- y,

pallid and fragrant and pensive.
And men have such an unfortunato weak-

ness for tropical llowers, they cannot pass
them by carelessly or unconsciously,
even though they have already plucked
the lily and laid the frail petals over their
hearts. The white flower brought out
all tlio beauty of Don Eastern's soul, its
chivalry and tenderness, its belief in the
good and true. Jts higher impulses and as-
pirations; but he could not Ignore the bril-
liant cactus-bu- d; It caused his blood to
flow faster, it gave a now zet to living
for an hour.

Mhrnon was his saint, his nun. his good
angol, and he loved her truly, with all the
high love a man of the world can ever
know. He revereneed her for her womanly
goodness and truth: he trusted her as he
never supposed ho could trust any one.
She rested blm and soothed him un-
speakably.

And little Mignon loved him with a
strange power and Intensity that was tho
very breath of her life to her.

Hut he went to see Mrs. Lungdon all tho
same.

She camo tohlnfmoro royally beautiful
than ever, with eyes more lustrous and
filled with a starrier dusk, with redder lips
nnd a deeper Uu-- h on her tlellcato cheeks;
her garments-clun- g about her lissom form,
a fnint, mystic periumo rose from her laces

Circe, indeed.
Ho stood up silently and gravely, but sho

laid her head on his shoul ler and drew his
lips down to hers. She had onco bon del-
icately reserved, and high and proud, but a
mad. unthinking love had changed her
strangely. And. married though sho was.
this man. Don Eastern, held ull her soul iu
his keeping, and, wit't a tropical nature like
hers, love is everything.

She would have prelerrod heaven and the
"lilies and languors of virtue"; debarred
from that, she would take hell and tho "rapt-ur- o

and roses" of a lovo to wtileh she had
no shadow of light. she said:

"Don. you love some one."
He bowed, with a deep look info her face.
"Not me you do not love me!" she said,

impatiently. "It Is seme one else, bomo one
I don't know tell me about herl"

"My dear June, could a man ever find room
for two women in his heart, when one of
them was you V"

"Jell me ab.iut her." slim said, sto idily. "I
have not loved you all tbeso years. Don
Eastern, without learning every phase of
your moo 1. Does kIim llyo here?"

No. but she is visiting here at present,"
"Is she beautiful?"
"No."
"Erilliant?"
No."

"Wealthy?"
"No."
"What is she. then?"
"An angel, whoso garments it Is a profana-

tion to touch."
Sho looked at him wonderingly and sighed

heaviiv.
"Can I see her?"
"I am sure I do not know. You may pos-

sibly meet her at some party or something."
"Are you going to hoar Modjcska to-

morrow nUht .'"
"Yes."
"With her?"
"I believe so."
"Then I shall see her Oh. my God!"
She caught her breath sharply, and fell

down at his feet in all her exquisite benuty.
"Can you njver, never lovo mo again,

Don? My life, my soul, it is all yours! Can
you not give mo a littbi love in return?"

He lilted her up gently.
"It is too late to ask tnat now. Juno. Try

and forget you ever loved any one but your
husband. Relieve me. you will be happier.
No one can more bitterly regret than I tho
misery of ou past. Let us begin anew."

Eut she thtust him away from her wildly,
and bade him to go, if ho did not wish her
to fall dead at his feet.

So ho went away sadly.

Mignon was visiting a School frlond,
Mrs. Earrymore, and tho next night they
all sat listening to the heart-breakin- g story
of "Cumillo" Mrs. Earrymore piquant and
gypsy-1- . ke; Mr. Earrymore blonde and lan-
guid, but very devoted to his pretty, dash-
ing wife; Mignon and Don Eastern.

Mignon was listening earnestly to Mod-jesk- a.

who interpreted so woll a passionate,
loving, erring, noble woman's heart. Tim'
hig i -- bred grace, tho dainty foreign accent,
tho naturalno-- s of this netress. h-- ld her in
thrall, and she never took her eyes from tho
stage: but. ns the curtain went down on the
second act. she lifted her glas and slowly
scanned tho house. Suddenly sho paused
with a heart that throbbed strangely. Di-

rectly across Irom her sat a woman whom
surely she had seen somewhere a woman
wi h great dusky eyes arid golden hair, and
a brilliant s arlet on her Hps, and a fitful
flush on her eheeks a w unan In gold satin
that fell away from the snowy neck and
arm on which opals gleamed ominously,
witii a knot of etlmson In her hand.

"Don." she snld. tn niulously, "is not that
an old Iriend of youis in the box opj.H-s.te- ?"

11 lifted his glass.
"Vou rerognizo bor from her picture, I

see. She i looking remarkably well, is sho
not? nonchalantly.

"Mie Is glorioual" but tho tender heart
contracted!.

Tho dusky eyes across wero looking In
bcr direction with a nstless. smobloiing
fire in their depths tnat ralnol her to seo.

Jnuo Enngdon had glanced over wi h a
hungry intensity that seemed to search bor.
Mi- - pas-e- d over Mrs. Eairymoro's bright,
dak b auty. and sdtled directly on A'lg-non- 's

faee, studying it li.tently. Tho dark
ore, th wistful mouth. the d. earning, culm,
Bwoet fa-e- .

"Not bei utl.'ul? No; but a fae that any
mun it nl.l ch Inn In 111 4 )ir.lit Ami IflVH

She sank back, breathless with misery,
and yet again and sga n she found herself
gstlng intentlr at Miguotu

In a long, Hack velvet gown, cut urtor the
fashion of an old picture, with rare lao at
tnroat and elbow, with long black cloves and
a black fan. and a largo bouquotof creamy,
odorous jasmine in boi' hand, ho wu a
contrast indeod to mol women thero.

Mrs. Earrymore was moio of a gypv
than ever in pale amber and dark ruby: all
about her was color and glow ami shim-
mer, but from the rich darkness. M gnon'a
clear pallor, like the leaf of one of her jas-
min buds, the sweet red bps. the dreaming
eyes, shone out and attracted a thousand
eyes. . She was like a plcturo of repo-e- .

She wus like tho twilight, tender and pen-slv- o,

alter tho hot, tumultuous day. And
Don Eastern, looking across at tlfe beauti-ju- t

enchantress In her irold-sat.- n draperies
without a thrill, knew th'it for one touch of
the small gloved hand at bis side be would
bravo death.

As Caniille was parting with Armand
after her interview with his father,
looking so sadly changed Irom tho light-hearte- d,

joyous girl, in her pretty pink dress
and garden hat. from an hour before, laugh-
ing and sobbing in a breath, kissing him in
dospalrlng. sobbing love, smiling in a grand

woepiujr over her dead
and broken hopes altogether. Juno Lang-tlo- n,

glancing over, saw that the sorrowful
blossom-fac- o had grown strangely white,
and that Don Eastern was fanning her anx-
iously, and thnt ho bad drawn a mass of
black, Spunlsh drapery about her slim fo'm.

Sh saw Mignon look up with unspoken
thanks, lifting her eyes with such devotion
nnd love and Jaith in them: she saw blm
look down eagerly, with truest, tenderost
love and anxiety: and then sho wnltod no
longer, but roso impatiently, with rugo and
hatred in her heart.

Site paused for one last look.
Mrs. Earrymore had leaned forward to

speak to Mignon. and as Juno's eyes fell on
her face sho started.

"Why. it is Elythe Hart! I knew sho bad
married, but did not Enosy what had become
of her. Ah. everything is easy now."

Tho next day Mrs. Eangdon's carriage
dashed up to tho Earrymore mansion, and a
moment aft .tw ard Mrs. Langdon was an-
nounced.

Mrs. Earrymore and Mignon wore seatod
together in tho drawing-roo- Mignon nest-
led in a great chair beloro the grate. Mrs.
Earrymore lying luxuriously on a low Turk-
ish divan.

Mrs. Earrymore 6toodupwIth a very faint
surprise in her face, that changed to delight
as sho recognized an almost forgotten
Iriend.

"Why. June, are you Mrs. Langdon? Three
years in Europe havo set mo quite outsldo
the pulo of all my oi l frienus. This is
my dear friend, Mignon Trevor. Little
Mignon. you havo often heard mo speak of
Juno Ileatherton?"

And Mignon. with a faint color In bor
cheeks, bowed quietly, but did not speak,
nnd relapsed into her reverie, gazing with
dark, dreaming eyes into tho llamas.

How did it happen? Circo alono knew.
But aftor that thoso two wero often to-
gether.

"Such a lovely morning, little Mignon.
You must come for a diive with me." Or,
"1 shall be alono to-da- y; you must eomo
and make tho hours blight for me."

And idtbough Mignon felt a va;ue dread
nnd dislike, it was so intangible, and tho
beautiful voice and face and mannor so en-

chanting, that she could not resist, and felt
ashamed of her distrust and fears.

The days had flown swiftly, and they had
bven davs of Dipturo for Mignon; thogayoty
and life and bustle ware qulto new to her.
Every day Don was with her. mming and
evening: no watched over her with a jealous
cure and loving devotion that were amarwl
to himself. Ho took lier for drives, and ac-

companied her to the opera; he sent bor
raro llowers from his own green-house- s;

ho brought her his favorite books and
music, and bito In tho evenings he lingered
beside her, parting from her reluctantly,
and thinking of her every moment ho was
away from her. Ho realized that this ure,
gntle, lolng girl was tho one supreme love
of his l.fe her whlto band could lead him
unscathed over every sin and temptation,
her sweet, dark eyes draw him to the utter-
most ends of the earth. Ho was proud of
her Intellect and culture, he worshiped her
for her innocence and tr arid for tho first
time In his life the restless, cynical man of
the woild was happy.

Jurj Lungdon was less than nothing to
him. He had never been near her since
that dav. He had never oven thought of
Ler.

Eut to-da- y bo hell an Ivery sheet of
paper la his hand, with a monogram em-
blazoned in violet and gold upon it. And n
line in the elegant running hand he knew
.so well.

"I urn going away Come juct
once more, for tho sake of the old da)s.
when no other woman was dearer than I.
I am going to Earls to live, and may never
see you ugain. June.",

And he went. Eeluetantly and
but he went. He was ushered into a

dainty little boudoir, maize and poppy,
ed and 1'ower-lllle- d.

She did not give him unasked kisses this
time; sho did not even offer him her hand,
but threw herself down In a great chair,
with a si.d languor that would have touched
any heart but his. They talked a little in-
differently, and then he arose to go.

"Uood-by- , Mrs. Langdon. 1 hope you will
enjoy Earis, and not quito forget all your
old friends."

Eut with alow and exceeding bittor cry
she stood up.

"Must wo part like this? Oh. my God! I
oannot bear it! Havo vou no mercy, no
pity?"

The tears streamed down her choeks, nnd
she helil out her hand Imploringly.

With the deepest pity and sympathy, ho
took her hand in his.

"Juno, you wdl forget. Eelieve me. you
will forget all this iu a very little while.
"What good would my love do you now? It
could bring you nothing but sorrow. "We
must never meet again. I hoptv I know you
will be very happy yet. Good-b- y. God be
with you. dear."

He bent down and touched the trembling
hands with his lips, feeling wietchedly
sorry for this beautbul. undisciplinod woman
in her misery.

Eut bo flung her arms abont his throat,
and clung to bim in a very abandonment of'
grief, sobbing hystoilcally. with low. sharp
moans that cut him to the heart.

"June, dear child, do not weep go. You
will be ill. It is tortii'e to hear you."

She faltered and si lvored. and he put his
arms uround her, and kissed her on the fair
brow, once4wice.

Her arms were about him. and the beau-
tiful, quivering, wet face pressed close
against him.

A deep sigh startled blm. He lifted bis
head. Manding la the door, pallid as a
ghost, with frightened. wo!ul eyes and de-
spair in every feature, stood Mignon.

With a loui exclamation, with rage and
impatience J.nd disgust, ho shook tho

form from his bosom and strode
across tho loom.

Eut the portiere bad fallen back into Its
place and .ML'non hud vanished.

Ho called a servant nnd gave him a mes-
sage lor J bis Trovor, but t:io man ictnrned
with word tiist she had just gone out.

Ho l!t tho house without another look at
tho woman who had brought that despair-i- i

g look into his sweet love's faeo, and
rushed to Mrs. Earrymoro's. Eut tho s

with no expression at all in his well-traiu- ed

and very expansive lace, in.oimcd
bim that tho ladies were not at homo.

Eenorce ho was obllred to wait until
night, and th n he ound h.inself onco more
at tue Earrymore mansion.

Mrs. Earrymore received him coldlr.
Mignon had gone I ome; sho would write to
him rom there, probably.

Ho waited two days, and then the little
rosy mlsslvo reached him. He kissed itpa slonately again and sguln boiore ho
opened it.

"I never wish to see you ngaln. My ono
prayer now is that I may forgot you u'.torly.
Good-b- y for nil time. Mignon."

With a mad and bitter wrath ho cursed
June Langdon cursed ho- fiercely and cru-
elly and then ho started for Mignon's
home, only to find it closed and d- sorted.
And then despair overtook him, too.

Everything, very one was rot ubivo to
blm. He cnt to California, aud irom ono
end of tlui Eaclflo coast to tlin other. Ho
speculated wildly, lie was Insonclr rock- -

Uno dor six month a.'ter ha had first

1TIIEKKIN TIIKY DIFFKK FROM THOSE
OF OVll OWN COUNTUY.

Ton I'uy Only for What You Consume A
liebute Allowed for All Vou Leave
t'aue of the Kvritablllty mii1 Itlioayn-rral- e

of the French
and 1U Enorvatlng Kflert.

iiPKCUX. VkVLlH COllllKhl'UNDKNCK.

S it U a cutom
Ah of American glrU

to go about tho
streets of their
euitfa during the

V WOA W are ory apt lo
Wvi vl billow thut hnbit when

tbo come to Tarts. ()i
courso there aro regu-
lar European travelers
from our side who aro
HC'U:dnted with the

s customs of all
countries, and adapt
themselves according-
ly, thereby escaping
considerable e m b a r --

raasmont in their jour-nnylng- s.

Eut thN in a
special year, whon fully three-quarte- rs of
tho visitors in Earis have never till now
Ikoii outsldo their native Htato.. They
bring their provincial habits with thm,
an l aro constantly dropping. Into situations
in the most innocent way that ate olten
very unpl?aunt.

It is an unescapable fact that the men of
Taris pbieo the women whor go about alone
gazing iu at hop windows in precisely one
category. They would not hesitate about
approaching nnd opcaking to any young
woman whoso sppearauee caught their
fnney. Now. as tho city at this moment
contains some of the fairest flowers of
American loveliness, and as many of these
aro tbo lreshestand least informed beauties
of all that our country grows, tho
unpleasant Incidents of the street
that have occurred thus far In the
season would 1111 a book of ndventurc. I
know of ono most estimaldo girl from ban
Francisco, with a glorious face, and a rath-
er dashing style, who was strolling along
alone one recent morning looking into the
windows of the glove shops along tho lluo
de Castiilionc. Slio had only been in town
a day or two, and had hitherto gono about
with her mother, who is her only traveling
companion. A good-lookin- g and well-dress-

young fellow had been observing
her for a long time without her being aware
of it, and when she halted In her walk and
looked about for a cab to tako her to her
hotel, sho was greatly surprisod when this
young man, advanced with hi hat raised
and asked in French if he could nsslst her
in securing a conveyance. The young lady
glanced quickly at him. and not understand-
ing what he wild, ntnmmprcd in English that
she could not speak French, and that sho
did not know vho wus addressing her. Im-
mediately the young man blushed deeply
aad beeame fur more embarrassed than the
girl. In tho best of English he endeavored
to beg her pardon, declaring that he had
rnado a vory grave mistake th Ht he was an
American and thought her a Earl-ienn- e.

The girl really thought he had ppoken to
her under'tho impression tlvit hokuew her.

L---- .. -- J. h

and smiled upon him when he departed,
relishing the humor of his mistake. Mio
w.i not aware of the true merits of tho
thing until he happenod t t II of It In the
evening at the hotel, and reedved some
well.worde I ndviej from a friend present
not to go out on the boulevards without her
mother or a gentleman accompanying her.

A pe"tilurity of E.iris. imddental to the
habit of taking rolls and coTee at a table on
tne sidewalk in tront of a cafe, is tho

in which the bread is provided. You
order your cafe au lalt and bread. Auempry
cup is placed before you. with a pitcher of
hot milk and four lumps of sugar ou a small
plate. Then the waiter brings a largo conVe-p- ot

having a long, straight wooden handle,
and tills your cut. l!o brings butter and a
pbte containing throe or four rolls of differ-
ent sorts. You oin eat on" or two or all tho
rolls, just ns your appetite prompts. it
you pay lor precisely what you eat. If you
eat one, you are charged lor ono only. If
you broak a piece from a second one, two
are charged to vou. The wait r counts tho
rolls before making out your cheek, r.nd ex-

amines each one to see If It has boon at all
mutilated so that it cannot bo served to an-
other customer. This Is the custom at all
the first-clas- s restaurants in Earls. It is
on illustration of tho French method of
making a detailed instead of a collective
charge for everything that is supplied, as is
dono in hotels for service, candles, ice wa-
ter, etc.

F.xeopt In one or two "American
bars" the mlxd drink is quite as unknown
a factor of l'aris civilization as It is or Lon-
don. Here tho. sidewalk and brasserie
liquid refreshment is divided betweon
brandy and absinthe, the latter being tho
favored beverage. It is drank as we drink
it in Chicago, that is. "dripped." A French-
man loves to sit all by himself at on of tho
littlo Iron tul les on the Hue de la Eaix.
with his newspaper nnd his goblet of e.

stopping at regular intervals in his

7fD ':';!:::! .;!! tor
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l A FRENCH CAFE."

reading to touch his lips to tho pale green
liquor snd tuke ono gl.mpse at the passing
crowds.

I think perhaps the nbslntho drinking
somewhat enervnt s the Frenchman. Thoso
that I see sitting along tho boulevards are.
ns a rule, less ho ilthy tlmn tue men wo find
lounging In the ca'es nt homo. It Is nut-ui- al

that uch insidious 1 m rs would bo
h mful to a peopl- -. To the quantity of
brandy nnd absinthe dtank by the
younger dement if Parisians I think
quite an 'mpottant part of thir extn me

x. Itabil ty oi can bo esc- - II o I. 1 ho
youns fellows that I meet, f Ink nothing of
tollowln? adinix-r- . whieh his lten liber-
ally pnnctuntd with a variety of wtr.es. by
several brandies. And I am constantly
jonlng fellows nt a taU m tne
streets when tUey order stion r Id itk eofTen

ver which they burn hraudy. In u Word

DIGNIFIED tnig on
the cushionedmm Of

OOUIHJ

neat
Mr. Dagrud

TUtb-oric- 's

Just chauced to ob- -
mrve In the
crowded ittreotmm A poor liitlrt duHd.
late girl ouo
tin v :

AnJ be cocked bi eye
lit a Houroiui

JLS V'l From the ier fumed
depths or III liratdrnl rug.

And she almost fancied she heard biin Fay :

Ah, baJ dou't you ivibh yoa wcrwboru a pug?

I'm tuffed," ho continued, "with things to eat,
And cuddled and paiuperod tbo llveloi.g day,

And I'm bathed and combed by a maid ho m at,
Who briuhoa lay coat In the lilcerfL way ;

And when I'm too weary to walk cr play
My mistress la ready her pet to 1 tig-- She

h alwavu ho fright nod lent I bhuuld stray
Ah, but dou't you wish you were born a peg?

You wander aliout with your naked foot,
And pkk up a liiornol just whine you may,

And 1 am regaled on the whitest meat.,
And dain lily wrapiicd in a blanket $iy ;

And, whilij no one quo hi ions whero you can
stay,

My bod la downy and soft and snug
They never uetdect me, you know, nrt they

Ah, ha ! dou't you wiih you were born a pug?

KNVOT.
Yea, if you could only, without delay,
Turn into a do with a crumbled mug. .

You'd hooii comprehend why 1 luuh and say:
Ah, ha! dou't you wiob vou were horn a iug?"

A TALE OF TWO WOMEN

Comotome. I am dying. June."
Don Eastern's brow was knit, nnd ha

muttered a very impatient imprecation
inder his breath, as ho stood studying the

telegram which hud just boon put in his
bund.

I thought that was all over and dono
with. Must wo go through with it again. I
wonder?"

And then he took up a timc-tabl- o and
tudled it attentively for amoment.
"Of course a thousand miles in this beastly

cold is a mero nothing for a busy man!
That's understood. A woman's caprice
tnust be gratitird at all hazards. My arch
enchantress Isn't living any more than I
am, but I supposo I must go."

Glancing hurriedly through the mail on
bis desk, ho t ion picked up. from the midst
of commonplace, pcuctical, businoss-lU- o

looking letters, a slim, satiny envelope of
fialest pink, with a faint perfume clinging to

whole face softened, and hi hand
shook for a moment as ho eugorly opened
und read the few lines.

"My little .Mignon l" he said, gently.
Eut his little Mignon did not keep him

from tuking a journey of a thousand miles
to see Juno Ileatherton, to whom he ha 1

been engn.ed a year ago; with whom he
had quarreled fiercely over some palpable
flirtation on her part; from whom ho had
parted in bitterness nnd pain, and yet with
a half-reliev- feeling in a corner of his
heart.

Sir months ho had boon reckless, as a
man sometimes will when a woman has
been false and untrue In nnyparticul.tr: and
then she had written him, proudly, tender-
ly, saying that, as she bad sinned, so
sho must bo the supplicant in her anger
she had said she did not love him, but now
she knew better; sho would nevor love any
one would he not come back to her ?

Eut this ho had declined, politely and
firmly. Now that it was all over, ho knew
thut ho had never loved her, and that
it was a most fortunate thing he had found
it out in time.

Her grace, her beauty, her wonderful fas-
cination, had thrilled his blod with a rap-
ture that ho thought then "was love, but it
was only her false twin sister. Love had
come to him. indeod. but it was a later guest,
and then a sweet face leaned to him through
the shadows, and its purity and tenderness
blotted out the waim summer beauty of
June Ileatherton from beioro his vision.

Yet a week later he was in her presence.
"f-h- evidently still livesl" ho murmured,

sardonically, as he entered the imignilb'ont
ball of Ileatherton, pater, in which no signs
of mourning fluttered.

A moment later Juno entered the drawing--

room, where he waited.
Ah. yes. she could stir even his unbeliev-

ing, cold heart.
"My lovo! my love!" sho murmurod.

softly.
And certainly Don Eastern was not the

kind of a man to lot the memory of little
Mignon prevent him from hoi ilng a beau-
tiful, yielding form closely In his arms, nnd
returning clinging kisses with interest.
When sueli a rare opportunity offered,

i Eut for all this propitious beginning. Don
Eastern went back to his own iiome, a
week later, as f ree as when ho left it. lie
alone knew the full power of June Heather-ton'- s

siren charms, for he was the only
tnnn sho had ever loved. He alone knew
of the tears sho had shed; he ulone knew
that ho had thrown herself at his feet in
nil her exquisite, gleaming beauty, and
beggod him to tak hor back to his heart,
witli all the despairinz passion that a wom-
an like her can feel when sho sees the man
that was once her abject slave beyond her
reach.

What washer pride compared to thodeso-latio- n

that swept over bor when she real-
ized that the heart sho had trifledwtih was
hers no longer, when she had learned ;o

rizo it most? And so he went back to his
ittlo Mignon. whoso calm, pure face was

continually before him through all his
4ou' ney in the bitter winter cold.

A dainty little missive would be awaiting
blm tlw last week or two would drop away
from him then, Put to his intense disap-
pointment, no letter was there; ho only
Waited to grasp this fact fully, and to
freshen up after his tiresome trip, when
enco more ho started out.

It was a very d fl'orent woman from Juno
lleatiiei ton that peted him at the end of
bis journey. Not tall, nor voluptuous, nor
passionate; but flower-swe- et and fragile,
with dro iming eyes, a sad mouth, and
a radiant smile.

A faint Hush stole Into her cheeks hs she
ame qu'etlv to him an I laid her hands in

bis outstretched ones lor a brief moment
he did not even see the love and longing

In his eyes and then he took her in
his arms.

"Mignon, I can wait no longer. Say you
love mo."

Kho looked up Into his fnce, a little
startled, aiul tiembb-- like a bud the wind
his shaken too roughly: but she did not
stiiv" to 1 nvo her r' ison, nnd. after a
pause which w is breathless'a'id terrible to
l)on Eastern, she said, gravely and sweetly:

"I love you."
"My nngeir ho said, passionately. "I am

not worthy of vou not worthy to touch
your hand: tut I love you so. little Mignon.
1 shall make vou happy."

And she lid. I f.er cheek acain-- t his, per-
fectly happy and t listing and content.

Htian :eir enomh. h-- j told her all about
June lle.iiherto-i- . H.i hid notl lnv; not

ren his long journey 1 st week and
Jiicnon's face w h shadowed for a momont.

"Did yon eve'1 loo her?"
"No. my darling; I thought I did. but I

know belter now."
"SUM very eautiful?"
"Yes.
"And s'ie loves yr u?"
He I ent down and kJsscd her, but did

pot answer.
"A'o you sure quite sore that you lovo

mo'""
"My blosioml" he murmu e l. with

tendernev. "if you nr not th other
half of my soul. I p ay God I may go to my
grn. bereft."

"liut you woulihave married her," she
aid. alier a little.
"I U:'t ti.i.i'i fat" WOUld ' l'AV been SO

cruel, knowir g my little; unknown Mignon
wa my r g tful m tlun. lu member, doar,
I d'd not know vou then."

Three month- I iter Don brvuht her
June' wedding-ea- r is.

"You s e, d ur." he said, "that sho MJ not
love me."

liut In a dav or two camo a mad letter to
blm, w-li- n bv June on her wedding-day- .
And Don Eastern wa Forrr. inde d; for
June Ile theit n. her coquetry,
was a girl with a rtaitj&ua nator. Sb

The Scvt First Homier.
LESSON I.

Reo how pleased tho man is ! Has
lie heard some good news?"

"No; hut he has conio down to telo-gray- h

his friends up tho country that
ho is alout to pay them a two weeks'
visit. He has heard that fishing is ex-
tra good up thero this year."

Ah! but he has received a telegram
himself! Why does his countenance
change o suddenly?'

"It is a telegram from his friends up
tho country. They have heard that
shooting is unusually good in tho city
this spring, and they are coming down
to stay a fortnight with him."

lksson ir.
"See tho men how the enjoy them-

selves. There are seven of them, and
they are smoking, telling stories, and
taking a happy rest. Havo they noth-
ing to do T

"Not just now. They are house-painters- ,

and the loss is gone."
Jut he will return?"

"Oh, yes. One of them is ascending
the ladder now to see if he can catch
fcight of him."

"JJut why does every man spring for
his brush and begin work aud look so
ambitious T

"Uecause the boss i.i only a block
away. He came very near catching
tlom that time, but he will arrive to bo
disappointed."

"Is the life of a house-painte- r full of
anxiety?"

"It is. Between waiting for quitting
time and dodging the lxss he seldom
gets an hour's comfort."

i.ksson hi.
"Does the man jaw ?"
"He does. He says the grocer ought

to be sent to State Prison."
"What has the grocer done?"
"(iave him iiftecn ounces for a

pound."
lut that was verv wroncr "

"So it was, but tlie grocer knew to
whom ho was selling.

"Who is the man?"
"He is tho inventor of the peck

peach basket, which holds only six
quarts. He laughs and grows fat when
he thinks of it, but when rorac one tries
a trick on him it is a horse of another
color."

LESSON' IV.
"The yoov old woman ! See how foe-bl- e

she is !"
"Yes, she is old and feeble."
"She is going to the iostoflice. Per-

haps she hopes for a letter from her
son."

"No doubt. Let us follow her and
Ree if her hopes are fulfilled. Ah!
but she turns away from the window
with a look of grief in her face as tho
clerk says : 4 So, ma'am, thero is no
letter here for Eurdie McShawn Your
feller has probablv caught onto another
girl"

LESSON V.
13e careful and do not collide with

tho child."
"I sec him and will tako care. Poor

thing! liut how ragged and dirty and
tired he is! He is evidently a lost
child!"

"Let me ask that man about him."
"What did the man sav? Is the child

lost?"
Oh, no. His mother has bo much

to do with charities that slio has to let
him run loose and go hungry. He says
we ought to seo tho other five if wo
think this one looks lonesome." De-tro- it

Free Press.
The Judge's Little (iaiue.

tTudge JJricker, one of the oldest
Representatives of the Pennsylvania
Legislature from Clarion County, has
a novel way of entertaining liis friends
on Sundays at Hariisburg. The
Judge's apartments are modest, and
the first man to arrive there gets tho
chair. The rest that come sit on tho
bed nnd the vood lox. Then the
Judge reaches under the bed and
drags out a home-mad- e hunk of smoked
beef, opens his buckhoin jaekknife and
chips off a sliver of the beef. Then
he passes tho beef and tho knife to tho
guest next to him, and tho guest chips
a piece off tho hunk and parses it and
tho knifo along until all are served.
Uy the time the hunk has gone th
rounds of tho guests two or three times
the guests are ready for tho Judg"o to
skirmish under the bed again and
come out with a curions-lookin- g bit of
earthenware with a small neck. I his
contains what the Judge declares is
Clarion County cider. To show that
it is safe he takes a drink from the jug
and passes it to tho guest nearest him,
as he did tho beef. Tho jng goes tho
rounds a couple of times, and then tho
party rests a few minntes while the
Judge tells a hunting story. After
that the beef, tho knife and tho jug
aro passed again. Tho Judge has a
chalk-nuii- k aiotind the hunk of beef,
and when it has been chipped down to
that mark ho puts the hunk back un-
der the bed for tho next Sunday.
Then tho meeting adjourns. Wash'
ingtcmlettcr. '

"WITH ITIS NEWSPAPKR AND GOBLET OF AB
SINTIIK."

young men of her country coming over to
Paris to waste their fathers' money in tho
iniquities of the vicious city. There is tho
giddy young girl who wants to flirt whether
you care to or not. The other who ne,eds
a husband badly nnd is in Paris for one,
having failed last winter In Chicago. Then
there will be an old gentleman who believes
ho is a more important man than Eoulanger.
because ho sports tho rod ribbon of the Le-
gion of Honor on tho lapel of his coat, just
as about half the cheaper-lookin- g men of
Paris do. Then there is tho dreadful young
art student who despises America and talks
French with an emphasis of nil its peculiar
sounds, overdoing tho accent, and lapsing
into English with the drawl of a Kondon
chappie. Ho lives among Americans for tho
sole purpose of treating them to his Paris-
ian llni.--

At home wo hear a good deal about the
Pilgrim Futhets. but you just ought to com
to Paris to l- - arn all about tho Pilgrim Moth-
ers. Wherever you are. in a hote4. a boarding-h-

ouse, or in the houso of one of the
runnerous American residents out on tho
Champs Elyseo, you are confront I with
the mothor who has one or two daughters
over here to finish their education, while
the father an uuknown quantity remains
in America to earn the wherewithal to ren-
der such a visit poi-- s ble. The daughters
are hero to learn the lan uig s and music,
nnd the mother sits about like an ogro to
seo that they k not learn any less Intel-
lectual arts. Thes girls are prey for tho
men wherever they are discovered. I know
of ono salon where at least ten girls can bo
found eich night, with no protector beyond
the amide mamma, who sits to one side with
the hostess, while tho girls go dancing about
with a young clerk of on of tho foreign
legation, or a lieutenant of the army, or
porhaps a real livo minister of one of the
powers.

I stumbled in upon a scene last night at
an American lady's house which was es-
pecially instructive. I had wandered out

W4$& mam

O, COOT, IT BOUNT JUST LriLK A FLAT I"

to the conservatory at tho rear or tho house
to smoke a cigarette. Tho violins were
plnving a sweet waltz In the drawing-roo-

and. as I crossed a sort of court-yar- d lead-
ing to the conservatory, a couple danced
by me. leaving behind thorn tho sound of
happy laughter and tho fragrance of vio-
lets. I went on my way. nnd sat down on
a wicker chnir beneath an az doa bush.
From tho other side of tho bush I heard
vo ces. At first I could not understand
what was being said, so I felt entitled to
linger. Eut soon the man's voico bec.ime
moro distinct, and I assure you that the
spe jch of Claude Molnotte. word for word

that one in which the plcturo of tho pal-
ace on tho lak j of Como Is drawn, with the
alabaster lamps and tho sweet songs ot
birds forever syllabling her name was ut-
tered In mellow accents. Th speaker was
nn Italian expressing himself in English.
After ho had Unishod I heard a girl's voico
say:

"Oh, Count, it pounds just like a play.
That Is a beautEul speech."

"Your eyes." was the reply, "would Inspire
poetrv in eveu a'duller man than I,"

And then I heard a kiss, and then a deep
sigh.

I moved awav. Five minutes later a woll-know- n

kalian Count, a roue and gambler of
tuo hardest description, camo out of the
conservatory into tho ball- - oora with a
young Chicago girl, tho daughter of one of
the Pilgrim Motners. leaning on his arm.
Her cheeks were flushod, and the Count
looked triumphant.

Two cnturies ago I would have been
bound to make a qua r I with the Italian
nnd kill him, or myself be kilkd. Eut this
Is the centenn! tl year, and tl ese Pilgrim
Mothers pretend to know much more than
I do. Tkkfsicuobk.

"Bromlf.y, did you tell Jones hat I
never told tho truth?" I Raid on the
contrary, that you occasionally inad-
vertently told tho truth." "Well, that's
M)nielhit else. I won't allow any man
to intimate that 1'il a constitutional
liar.".

TnoFEssoit Frx.-T-. Adler calls tho
Iireachers religious tramps; jxxssibly

w ear out their feolo on tho
road 'ohcivca,

more noklemly than any rnre beaut of
form ar d eolonn. ," she mm mured. "Yet
she dresses bke an otress. hero is not
another woman in tho house TVaj her. She
IsmU and p ciur squ. H!io is 1 ko a rain
lo ,ozar(, ui"iir o 1 lies, a co-- l fO I In
ihi b art of a dese t. My Godi how ho
lo kg a? her he neer looked at me like
tl a I IE) teApcoU her. ho wotslupa
br


